THE LAST WEEK
necklaces and they wore a little silver star stuck in their
nostrils. The sky was of an extraordinary blueness, the
butterflies were enormous. And the waters of the limpid
river in which I bathed were destined to reach the Bay of
Bengal by the Jhelum and the Ganges.
We were not far from Srinagar now and we sent a telegram
to a garage for a car to be sent to meet us at Bandipur, where
the real road began, At the post office in Gurez we met an
English colonel who was worrying over the fact that he had,
that morning, somehow managed to get a fishing-hook
caught in his dachshund's ear. He asked us to lunch at a rest-
house close by where he was spending a trout-fishing holiday
with a delightful couple.
One more pass, the Tragbal, still separated us from
Srinagar. Our last night "in the wilds" was spent at
Koraghbal, at the foot of it. My thoughts ran to the accom-
paniment of a roaring torrent near-by. I felt very melancholy
to be at the end of the easy life that had for such a long time
been mine under the great skies of Asia.
Kashmir.
From the height of the Tragbal's 12,000 feet, we suddenly,
on the 12th of September, looked out at the luminous
ring of Kashmir. A vast lake gleamed in exquisite tones of
blue. There were hills of pine-trees. The sky was soft, and
involuntarily I recalled another blue ring far away in
Europe, Lake Leman as first seen from St. Cergues as one
comes out of the Jura.
But 6,000 feet lower, it was the heat of summer, it
was the fertility of gilded ricefields, high farmhouses of
brick with pointed thatched roofs . . . and the car waiting
for us under a tree. There I gave away things that had
been my dearest possessions: my comfortable Chinese saddle,
our saucepan, my sheepskin sleeping-bag, aU hardened now
2Q7